2io                                   THE ENEMY

she was only too conscious, he buried his face in his hands. She
was caught by sudden panic. To-morrow morning, in the shoddy
dawn of the Gare de Lyons, would she not see him vanish, dis-
appear for ever? Had the rime come to play her last card, that
threat of suicide which still worked with her wretched husband?
She had no idea how a young Christian would react to it, so
unfamiliar was she with the type. Might it not be that he would
accept his mistress's damnation with a light heart?

A railway official entered to prepare their beds and dim the
light. Fabien sought the solitude of the corridor, where he stood
with his forehead pressed to the rain-drenched window. A few
paces off, Fanny watched him. To-night the noise made by the
train as it rushed through unknown stations struck a note of
torment to the very heart of their love-making. It was as
though, in a desperate heroism, they had mingled their bodies
on the edge of an eternal nothingness.
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FANNY had to play her hand, at first, very carefully. The
young man, ever ready to take fright, refused absolutely
to live anywhere but in the hotel in the rue de Vaugirard
to which he had grown accustomed. Every other day he met
his mistress in a ground-floor flat in the rue Visconti, where the
only permanent piece of furniture seemed to be the divan bed,
where the chairs and screens that stood about the room changed
continually. From each of these trysts he emerged so exhausted,
so melancholy and so resentful, that she was left with a feeling
that she would never see him again. But always he was the first
to arrive, impatient to perform the act for which he had come.
From this she drew no favourable omen: *He enjoys it, that's
perfectly clear .., but the chief reason is that he fears I will kill